HOW fo DYE. 


o 


Upon a lovely summer’s day, a little girl was seen 

Outside a rustic cottage, with its clustering ivy-green ; 

The sun sent down its glinting rays, and danced right merrily, 
While little Nell, with ringing voice, was singing cheerily. 


Before her, on the grassy mount, a common earthen pot 

Was placed, and in its mouth her little pinafore she’d got; 

She dipped, and dipped and dipped again, and brought it out quite wet; 
She looked at it, and wondered, toe, then dipped it yet and yet. 


‘©T wonder how it is,” thought she, ‘I don’t get what I want; 
I’ll try once more, and if I can’t, why then, of course, I can’t.” 
She dipped the pinafore once more, and then she shook her head ; 
‘‘T see,” she said, ‘‘ that I must try some other plan instead.” 


A stranger passing by, said :—‘‘ Pray, what is it you would do? 
Why dip you thus your pinafore? What’s in the pint-pot, too ?” 
*¢] want my pinafore dyed red !” she archly then replied ; 

‘T know no other plan to try than I’ve already tried. 


In this pint-pot I have some beer, which I thought would dye red ; 
And so I steeped my pinatore,”’ the artless child then said ; 

‘‘ My farther drinks beer every day, amd red as fire’s zs nose ! 

I thought the deer would dye for met m wrong, | myst suppose !” 
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